Himalayan Vale

reins and, chariotless, is drawn naked down the main; a moment
on the lion sands and then the covering, the integument of Ocean,
which lifts you up and carries you; the phosphorescent gleam;
the shore of amber, or of ambergris; the shadow of the galleon,
a tent or pavilion from which to swim out into the sun; the
fronds and green hair of the Nereids; Panope in her cave of shells
and shaded by the vine; Eupompe, the pleasure of the halcyons,
who come to her, ruffling the waters; wide-eyed Arethusa upon
the rocky promontory; daughters of blue-haired Nereus; all with
glistening water on their naked limbs; pearl shell trumpets; pearl
diadems; helms of red cinnabar; the arcana of the waters; such is
the Grand Admiral of the Oriental Indies, the shell captain of all
the seven seas.

But Tethys, also, had her sons. She was mother, by Oceanus,
of the great rivers of the world; Peneus, flowing through the
Vale of Tempe, on whose banks Daphne was changed into a
laurel; Scamander, where the Trojan maidens came to bathe and
offer their virginity to the rivergod; the waters of Scamander that
make more beautiful the hair of those who bathe in them, so that
Juno, Venus, and Minerva swam in that river before they climbed
Mount Ida to obtain the golden apple. The goddesses stood before
Paris without any covering or ornament, and the shepherd gave
the golden fruit to Venus, and went to feed the white bulls of the
mountain. Soon after, there came the Trojan wars when all the
heroes flew to arms.

The Nile, the Ganges, roll their turgid waters. They are rivers,
not of our sages: Indus, Brahmaputra, where the wise men paint
themselves with ashes, where the dead float down to Ocean. It
is the poet's Himalayan vale, a rocky valley in the Caucasus, one
of the corridors that lead to Tartarus, signifying that this is near
the Kingdom of the dead. The burning river Phlegethon flows
not far away. This is India in its widest and most poetical inter-
pretation. It is India, when no one knew where India was, so that
it is the sacred land of pilgrimage, heightened into poetry, per-
ceived or apprehended in the light of that, as with eyes that have
their first sight of it, and are dazed and astonished. Its luminosity
is something never seen before. This comes not from the sky, or
as we may have seen it, from the ancient Ocean. For the firma-
ment is cloudless, and Ocean but a name. But every particle of
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